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The Bar 


Author's Notes: 

Okay, so after reading a bunch of GNR fics, | decided | could write one myself instead of studying for 
tomorrow's exam. It's like lam and l'm really tired, so if there are any mistakes or typos, please tell me so | 
can fix it. Also, its my first GNR fic and it's written in third person (which I'm horrible at) so it's probably 
shit. Anyways, hope you enjoy, feedback is welcomed! 


"Why did we need to go to a gay bar?" Slash hissed. He was looking forward to fuck some chick tonight, when 
all he got was a few guys hitting on him. These people were quite getting on his nerves. No, Slash wasn't a 
homophobe and he had nothing against gay people. The problem was, Slash was straight, and he really fucking 
wanted to get laid. And for that, he needed a girl. 


Duff shrugged. "Well, it was Stevie's turn to pick a bar, and you know how he is - he doesn't give a fuck until 
there's booze, and this bar is by far the cheapest" 


"Whatever," Slash sighed, "I'd better go get some drinks.” With that, he got up and dissapeared into the crowd. 


When he returned after a few minutes, he put the drinks down on the table and sat back on the couch. 
"Duff?" Slash poked him to get his attention He sounded a little nervous. "There's some creepy dude who keeps 
grabbing my ass and flirting with me. He even paid for our drinks. | think | lost him in the crowd, but.. Fuck, 


here he isl" 


Duff looked up to see some tiny guy in a pink tank top approaching them (or, more like approaching Slash). He 
was obviously the one Slash was talking about. 


"Wait, | have an idea," Duff whispered, and before Slash could ask what was it about, he was pinned to the 
couch, Duff's lips on his, kissing him hungrily. Everything seemed to slow down. He wanted to push Duff off of 
him, to freak out, but he couldn't bring himself to do it. The truth was, he quite liked it. Or maybe he liked it a 
lot. But he would never admit it. It was his very male and very straight friend, after all, kissing him in the 


middle of a gay bar without any reason, and it was really fucking weird. 


Then, he heard that guy's voice behind him, a little sad, saying: "You could have told me you already have 
someone." And it clicked to him. This was just Duff's plan on how to help him get rid of that pink dude. He 
mentally slapped himself for feeling dissaponted. 


Duff's lips travelled to Slash's earlobe and sucked a little. "I'm not saying | didn't want this for a long time. And 


l'm not saying | wouldn't do many other things to you," he whispered with a smirk. Then he went back to 
kissing Slash. 


So maybe, Slash thought to himself, he was getting laid after all. 


